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WRITTEN FOR THE SUNDAT REPUTBLIO

Mm George Armistead Whiting, who
was not so many days ago Miss Suzanna
Rutler, youngest daughter of the late
Iewis L. Butier, prominently identified
with 8. Louls & decade ago, was
married In the only Empire wedding
®own that has heen composed by a B
Louls modista this season,

Ars, Whiting's European residenoce of
six years, with her orizinal and artistio
{4eam on the subject of clothes, com-
bined to make ler trousseau a real
marvel of lovellness. The Emplire wed-
ding gown was its chel d'oeuvre.

From her own deslgn In every detall
the Emplre garment was constructed,
white chiffon forming the major part

Of courss, thera was an foundation of
eoft, white taffeta, not the stff, rattly
fabric which so often makes Iis pres-

AN EMPIRE
WEDDING GOWN.

%

straight from the top of the low cor-
eage to the skirt hem, according to the
presceribed Josephine method. This pans]
was festooned with that somewhat un-
usual flower these days, the old-fash~
foned while camellla, the blossoms be
ing carefully feshioned by thes artist
from chiffon, each studded with seed
pearls. The camelllas liberally be-

eprinkled the panel, twined together
with chiffon tendrils and leavea, Eweep~

ing Rway from the Empilre front thus
decornted, and extending well toward
tha train on both sides, was an old
print d'Alencon shawl which belonged to
the bride's mother and has already of-
ficlated at three weddings in the Butle
fumlily. This drapsd the hips and trailed
outward on the traln,

Natural camelllas, grown especlally
for the occaslon by an Eastern flo-

ence heard before It is seen, but ona rist, were used as further adornment
of the new French weiaves that lends Ons waxy blossom confined the soft
fteelf to the foundation idca with great folds of the tulle vell, nastling against
focllity. thas halir In a mesh of tulle, A spray of
Innumerable fluffy pleatings of the n?lu;nl tl':;meil:n}x: a]"l‘noftlj-limmed one side
chiffon, about a foot desp, edged the of the skirt with the foliage.
trained skirt, falling about the feet with t:v.‘f:eﬂlu];.lg%I‘O}:g:;etorﬂ:m;? lf!?ll:tp‘:::s
good effect. The Emplre touch was the e large, old-fashioned round bouquet of
frant panel of chiffon. which e = 777

Mrs. Whiting’s _Weld_ding Gown, a Marvel of
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 Unusual Loveliness.
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McGaffey, the New Poet,
St. Louis Born.

Ernest MoGaffey, now of Chicago, though
reared In Bt. Louis, is one of this period's

promising poets. He has the touch dell-
cate In the making of his rhymes, and
though thers runs through his work &
most somber philosophy, the results are, In
the malo, rather for a better view. Mr.
MoGaffey has just published a new volume,
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containing some of the best thingws he has
done. Four extracts follow, notable among
which is the first, with its pessimistio tona
in a beautiful setting, and the last, with
its Horatlan flavor:

A Message of the Town.
Look up to the stony arches
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The years rolled on and the canvas dimmed while
the radient tints took Alght
Asd the palnter sank In an uomarked grave, for-
lorn and forgotten quits.
A ssuiptor chiseled a matchlsss form from et
“_:n mass of stons
Ssemed as though the figure fresd from
5 the hand of God bad grown,
an earthquake shattered its curves linea
and the sculptor died unknown, -

Be & post born, In sheer
Lo i mm”h-
Asd pought a woman whbo turned te him as the
to the pole,

And ha clasped hor hand, and held it taat,
loved her—body and soul, gt

For the aslow insidious tooth
water's edge de R Ttms thhy ' tte

Vours,
And the thorns of pain riss thick
s T among Ambi-

And & man and woman are all thare
aruds world of oura. L

The Night-Hawk in the Citp,

He files along the di walla, his rp-set
wings ::tlm-ﬂln:." =
Through twilight folds of smoky mist alry
pathway tresding., —

Aysund him ri
=y m rise the chimneys tall smooth arch

Below him, ant-like in the strests he
erowds of peopla, i

In petulance his rancous ery the upper silence

nmmmmammmm
. Tool® of churches, =
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ence of The Bunday Republia

Genevieve Thomas is

M. B. Th The b
McGonigle ia the youngest daughter of Mr.
and Mrs. James McGonlgle, Bhe d

in years.
An entertainer whose presence Is valued
fs Mre. Samuel Holmes Wilson. Her beauty

s of the blond typs. Ehe Is prominent In

soclety and literary circles. 3Mrs. Wliison

e

Bpecial Correepont

Leavenworth, Kas, March §.—Many pret-
ty girls call ILeavenworth thelr home, Miss
one of ths city's
charming and accomplished soclety girls
Bhe Iis the only daughter of BMr. and Mra
iful Miss Grace

her
debut thls season, and it was one of the
most brilliant social events In Leavenworth

is the daughter of Captain P. G. YTows,

U. B A., retired, and she Is well known in
army circles. Major Wilson Lowe, her broth-
er |8 commandant of cedets at the Western
Military Academy, Upper Alton. Miss Lella
Partridge ia popular in the.younger society

pet hera. Bhe i3 a brilllant conversational-
ist, and her charming manners have Wwon
many friends in her home as well as In
Kansas City, which she frequently vislts.
Miss Lucinda, daughter of Mayor and Mrs.
8. F. Neely, {s one of the acknowledged
belles of the city. Besides her social qual-

{ties, she is talented in a literary way, hav-
ing contributed Articles to ous period-
icals,

Within the trackless realm of night, above the
courts and alleys.

Beyond, the tralling akirts of gloom grow thicker
as he panses,

Thay brush the lofty eaves and 4im the grimy
window-glasses,

Them falnter soars the night-hawk's filght, &
dull thread mid the umber, -
‘Whils settles on the drowsy town the firsé Zong
sigh of siumber,

And last his wings in one gquick swoop ars lost
in darkpesa hollowed

14%s jagwed bolt of lightning csught by thunder

cloud and swallowed.
A Singer’s Challenge,

I mock at death and jest with Fata, '
And one to me la love or hixte] F
I am a singer, I can walt e

There Ia Do rift to plerce the gisom)

1 bide my days, 1 sesk the doom;

And yet I Xnow, beyond the toemb, -
The winds of Time will bring my shipa
Around the bars, within the slips,

And leave my name on all men's lipa

My soul to after years belongs,
hphmmmtmm

And bere and there, a Susky ts, he

Ang fosl the heat-deat I my soogh.  _ &

Souls that have grown serens and strong,
They have been mates with sorrow leng
The loneliness of wistful night,

The shadows, where they looked for light.

They were the hopeful souls, and glad,
Touched with the gift, all magic-mad,
Till thelr sweet youth had wandered on,
And they awoke, to find joy gone,

And that so prodigal they spent
Poor, shivering souls wers they, and bent.
Their olden bliss, Oh, bitterer far

And where was laughter, came the scar

But these same souls of simple kind,

THE PITYING ONES.

Patlent, and of love's kinship wids,
These souls of purpose tried.

The heartache of the weary day,

Have companled their way.

Passlonate, and filled with golden dreams,
That makes life what it seems;
Laughing, with curled and careless lip,
And serve griefs ‘prenticeship,

Thelr gladness in life’s singing tims,
With famine {n their prime;

It made the pain that took its plase,
Of suffering on each Iace.
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Not in their fabric may you find

The weakness of w;: mu.n:
Bilent they pay what oy

Dumb, by disaster’s proudness stilled,
Till they arise from out the dust

With a great pity filled.

Pity for all who to the weight
Of life’'s grim cares most bend them low,

But most for thoss of darkest fats,
The gentler ones they know;

The loving ones, that count no cost,
The faithful, that but faith demand,

The truthful, whose poor way ls lost
In & misleading land

These, that are glad and childlfks born,
Not armed to cope with hate and doubt,
Bo trustful that the rogue’s rich scorn
Bhall follow them about;
High souls, that yet are reckonsd cheap,
And oftenest drink life’s foulest less—
O pity, poignant, strong and deep,
The calmed ones feel for thesel

And for thelr sake the song is heard
That cheera the way on which they wend,
The heartening cry. the manful word,
The hall that means a friend;
Comfort for all? Aye, In God's graos,
But most to thoss dear ones address’d,
Who find the world a cruel place,
For them that love it best,
RIPLEY D. BAUNDERA

HE WAS MODEST.

A BRITISH peer, who, In the courss of
long life, had experienced all the fncon
venlences to which a man of rank can as-
pire, was fond of going to the lats Rever-
end Mr. Hawels's church in London, He

sed to taks a seat In the gallery,
51.:1 lEuchamumd belisved that ';»l:i h.":

be,
Omne » & 100 officlous usher, on see-

the oid nobleman takes & back seat, =
%‘}ﬂ“mm”d’ bur.

not your Ve & better sea
“Come along, m"h'-‘d the old Dn.tu:,
and he Immediats

Bteadfast are they ia their own guiss,

wnle;re.ﬂ t with tl;. Duchess, and

out wi never
showed, his face Inside Mr., Hawels's church
sgaln | , :
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